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The Great Group Poem 


BY The Campers And Counselors Of Buck's Rock 


Fruit loops and orange juice start the day 

Rancid instant coffee- and a loud, tacky jacket 
Purple sneakers! I knew there was something in my shoe! 
It feels like there is a boulder in my shoe. 

I wish I were a CIT, but I'll settle for a CITIT! 
Oh, God, I'm tired, so very tired, 

But spiritually, I'm very awake, 

My thoughts soar like an eagle in the sky, 

While I'm in the Art Shop passing time by, 

I see the glow around the willow tree 

And it makes me think of you, my love. 

Also, the glow of a bird flying by. 

This means so little to a sun 

When he has no mother or father. 

He's all alone 

Waiting by the phone 

Wishing for an ice-cream cone. 

I think of all the cold things that make me happy, 
Like ice-skating. 

Snow is a cool, refreshing delight, 

It laces the roads in winter time, 

It forms beautiful designs, and melts on the tip of your tongue 
Just like a piece of ice on a warm winter's day 
Melting from the sun's hot rays- It's magic. 

But where's the magician who's doing it all? 

Is he too scared to show all his talents? 

Or too proud to share with everyone else? 

Who am I to be so selfish? 

Everyone has some weakness, 

Especially me! 











I really like wood, silkscreen and photo, and drive a brand 
new woody car. 
I travel all this SAY from afar, and all I find is a "Broom 
Band," in the bar. 
But wait, there's more, the unexpected is still in store. 
You'll know what's in store, just walk through the door, 
And you'll be surprised to see a man with tree eyes. 
Cool cats walk on bobwire beneath the sea, 
Knowing what they want, and wanting to be free. 
She rejoined, these are the prettiest lichens I've seen in a 
long time. 
"Moss, MOSS, moss! This is not a dignified subject. 
What do we care about being dignified.. To be dignified, you 
must be a dignified object. 
Yet to be dignified at all, you have to be it at heart, to feel 
: dignified 
Or you couid fake it. 
And put life on a stick, day after day. 


And watching the hours tick by, 

Till the clock stopped! : 

And then she ran screaming down the hallway, 

. And then it was time to go to bed; 

Except her left big toe ached, 

So she decided to bite it off, 

But it's not that type of camp! 

Or is it? 

It is and it was neither nor nought, 

Being as it was never before, 

For she was dying on the floor, 

But her soul would never die, 

And the fire in her eyes 

 5cered all, man and beast, 

And on them, (man and beast), it made its horrid feast. 
But over indulgence in food and drink leads to 
Bulging love-handles to excess, 

Our inner most souls yearning to say "yes," 
Reluctantly deny the uncontrollable urge 

Of taking a bite, just lock and stay slim. 
And, of course, (Who needs to say it?) never eat pterodactyl 


eggs, 
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But sometim=s we do things against our te. judgement and 


take a bite. 
Subsequently, disgusted by the food, I donated half to Irwin's 
dog and walked out of the cafeteria whistling. 


Waiting for me as I left the hall was the girl of my dreams, 

And she blew a kiss with the flick of her wrist and left me 
with a red grin. 

Upon opening my eyes--to my surprise, alas, I had no chin. 


-So with my new facial size, 


I threw my razor in the bin, 
But then on the sunrise, I knew I done a sin, 


Cause I didn't have any money for a new razor and I would have 


to use a fih. : 


Lunch time is over, painters on the porch, 

Returning to the bunk until life starts again, 

And I so enjoy getting letters, 

The ones I get seem better and better, 

As it grew, letter by letter, 

The collection got larger and larger 

Then the time was over, 

It was the moment to depart, 

The gong of goodbye 

Reminds us of past aggravations 

And present agitators, 

Doeth unto other iguanas, 

And he said "Kill, kill, kill." 

And fell silent. 

As we walked along and stubbed our Poss. 

I heard a sound like thunder,which knocked me to the ground. 

I arose to find it was my mind$ tricks that were making me 
think about it, 

And made me ponder the stars and galaxies, 

And made me wonder if we are even really here, 

And if we are really here, what does God want us to conquer; 


as God said, "Who is superior here?" 


God just wants us to sit home and read a good book. 
Be wrote an autobiography. 

Of himself, his experiences, and his knowledge, 
About the activities at Buck's Rocke 


“The talent here we do not knock, 


Though those who fail are shot. 
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What's in a name? That which we call a rose 
By any other name would smell as sweet. 
--"Romeo and Juliet," II, ii 


"Fleeting Images," it sounds so profound and lofty, but 
what does it mean in relation to this Yearbook?  "Fleeting 
Images" reflects the form of the Yearbook. This year there 
is a special form because we wanted to tie together writing 
and layout. What has evolved is a whirlwind tour of the ‘camp. 
We want you, the reader, to be able to poke your head into a 
shop for a moment, and by seeing a moment through a piece of 
writing, recall the flavor of the shop in summer, 1983. Quite 
Often these pieces are written in the first person. We have 
tried to get the personal view, the intimate feeling, the one- 
to-one relationship. At the same time, we have sought origi- 
nality and creativity. This is a tough mix for the writer, 
and this Yearbook has pushed the writers hard. We asked them 
to reach for their feelings, their experiences, and to write 
them down on paper. It is a basic form, but difficult. I be- 
lieve that the writers and illustrators and photographers 
have all responded to make this Yearbook a lasting work which 
will have a concrete effect on Buck's Rock and on the Yearbooks 
that will follow this one. Thank you, "Fleeting Images." You 
have been an unexpectedly good and unusual friend. 


2.0 


James Eichner 
Editor-in-Chief 


“Fleeting Images." Perhaps the title "Hit by a Windmill" 
would have been better at characterizing the few weeks 1've 
spent here at Buck's Rock. Yet, "Fleeting images" is appro- 
priate because I know that all too soon these memories will 
fade away. There will be a few more glass and tlay bowls in 
our house, I'll have some stationery, a batik will hang on the 
front door, and this, "Fleeting Images," will be filed with its 
predecessors, "Arbo" and "Coda," in my closet. I'll lose the 
people; the friends from various shops will fade away. One of 
my major satisfactions will be this, the yearbook. I can look 
through it, see the stories I wrote, found, coaxed, and edited, 
and remember how things were. Learning guitar, doing part of a 
project at a shop, and moving on for a rehearsal...These are 
the things I will take away, as well as tbe non-work times. 

The Buck's Rock Bowl and hanging out before 9:00 and after 6:00 
will.remain high on the list of the moments I want to remember. 
You probably have different friends, different memories to take 
with you. 

I hope "Fleeting Images" will help you remember them. 

It's my labor; I'm sharing it with you nov. 





Gavin Edwards 
= Literary Editor 





Although it is only my first year at Buck's Rock, I have 
been blessed with the job of writing editor of Yearbook, my 
partner being Gavin Edwards. I was asked to do an editorial,so 
here T am...with nothing to write about. It's not that my 
summer's been boring, because it hasn't. It's just that I am 
encountering the biggest writer's block ever to be experienced 
by a human being on this planet we call Earth. s 

The Yearbook is entitled "Fleeting Images," the name se- 
lected from a group of titles that were submitted at the Year- 
book meeting a few Wednesdays ago. Some of the names suggest- 
ed for Yearbook were $o ridiculous, like "Fred," and some were 
humorous, like "Happy Birthday, Switzerland." Unfortunately, 
there were very few appropriate names offered, so "Fleeting 


Images" was picked over ail the others... 

The Publications Shop was busy with Yearbook for most of 
August. Also being given out with the Yearbook, "Fleeting | 
Images," is the literary-arts magazine, "Pen on Paper," ard 
the telephone directory, "My Name Is Larry." The Pub deserves 
a great big hand for all of their efforts this year. | e 

The 1983 camp year was a new and exciting experience for 
me and many other new campers at Buck's Rock. I plan to be 
back next year, and I hope many of you will return to Buck's 
Rock next vear.as well. 


Nasa. Kaum 


o i Nicholas Kaufmann 
: Literary Editor 


Editorial. What am I supposed to write for this? How 
about "This <4 my second year as Production Editor..." Dumb. 
"Production 4s one of the hardest parts of yearbook. You have 
to get nuns done when nobody wants to do one, make sure no 
mistakes are made (such as doing things on the wrong paper), 
and to understand how the machines work and how each separ- 
ate ane reacts Lo certain treatment." Nah, too pigheaded. 
"One cé the biggest problems with yearbook this summer was 
that not enough campers came in..." Nope. Blames the campers 
for not being here. Don't want to offend anyone. Hmmm, now. 


Let's see. "I would Like to thank Lisa, James, Gavin, Danielle, 


Nicky, Joel, Kenny, Ray, Robert, Colin, Bob, Andy, Bea, Vena, 


Sally, Stefan, Richard, and Glenn for all their help. Oh, yeah, 


and David Foster for all his help [1 forgot to mention him 
in my editorial last year)" No. Boring, way too boring. And 
besides, it gets off the point in the end. Come on, John, you 
-can think of something. "This 44 probably my Last time as Pro- 
duction Editor, since I want te go cn to other things in Pub, 


amongst other shops." Sounds good.... I'm bored. "Fish. 1 don't 


Like fish. I wonder why..." Whoa, John! You're not that 
bored.... Yes, you are that bored. Oh, drop it, you'll never 
think of anything to write for an editorial. 


Aa p... 


John Porter 
Production Editor 


This, my first year at Buck! s Rock, > been an incredible 
experience for me. I did not plan to work at Pub because I 
didn't want to spend all my time at any one shop. But, I had 
nothing to do one day and thought I would take some pictures 

for The Rock. I talked to Vera, Richard and Bea and,in no 
time, 1 wrote an article and became Photo Editor. Thóugh I 
wasn't a full time “pubbie," to me the Pub Shop was a > 

family. 

As photography editor for The Rock, I made lists and 

.bulletins which helped get photographers interested in the 
publications from Pub. The biggest help for photos for 
Fleeting Images and The Rock was Barbara, Peter and Stuart 

rom Photo Lab. They helped campers shoot for us and were 
really fantastic. As a result, pictures aná campers flowed to 
me, which made this yearbook a success for me. 





Farewell till next year. 


DE AU 


Robert Brant 
Photo Editor 


-PeU S 


Joel Schlemcwitz 
Art and Layout Uditor 
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| 7:30 C | d Wake UX | | by James Eichner 


The gong rings at 7:30, but few of the CIT's hear it because 
they were up until 1:00 A.M. the previous night rehearsing for 
their play, Arsenic and Old Lace. Those who do hear it promptly 
turn over and go back to sleep. 

Our counselor, Phil, comes in, and the light wakes us up 
for a minute, I notice that one of my bunkmates has gone to 
serve. Phil tells us to get up. We groan and pretend to get up, 
but as soon as the door slams behind Phil, we are back to sleep. 


The breakfast gong rings. The brave ones go to grab a shower 
and catch breakfast. I am one of these brave ones, and I 
stumble towards the Men's Executive Lounge, my eyes closed to 
shield out the sun. 1 take my shower which is made a torturé 
by the ever-changing water temperature and pressure. Finally, 
feeling somewhat awake, I head towards the bunk dodging pebbles 
and roots. 


I walk back into the bunk and am greeted by the groans of 
still sleeping bunkmates. I dress in the dark being careful 
to get my clothes on right side out. Feeling almost awake, 1 
walk down.to breakfast. 


I arrive back at the bunk after breakfast to find my bunk- 
mates just getting up. I watch as they rush to get to their 
shops on time. 1 brush my teeth and heaá to my shop. 


T e 5 9 B Y eak fast G ono by Gavin Edwards 


I sit on the step with Dave Edelstein, as we discuss 
Honky-tonkitis and Leonora's Fish, waiting for the gong 
to be rung, Finally, a man comes out with a sledgehammer. 
Dave rises up. 
“Yes, here he is--it's the gongster! He's heading 
, towards the gong. He's got the hammer poised--no, he's put 
ting it down. He's lifting it again--he swings--no, he's 
walking away. He's on the porch. Bere he comes; he's back. 
He's got a new hammer--no, it's the old one, but he's swing- 
ing anyway--GOOOONG!--There it goes--GO000NG!--A magnificent 
shot!--GOOOONG!--Beautiful!--GOOOONG!--GOOOONG:--Magnificent, 
magnificent:!--GOOOONG:" 


We walk down the steps to breakfast. 


8 ` 4 3 Break KAS t by Lisa Greenstein 


I remember the day I made it to breakfast. 
Waffles, I think. 





Silence returns. 
































8:57-9:09 WNUSIC by Linda Siegel: 


yhe shed at this time is getting ready for--well, should 
be getting ready for--orchestra or chamber orchestra. Actually, 
the general appearance is of mass confusion. To any outsider, 
we would seem like an unorganized group trying to organize 
something. There is an idea, though, however small, of what we 
are doing.  CIT's rush madly around, looking for chairs and 
stands and music and trying to set them up. Campers and coun- 
selors are still arriving, getting instruments, waiting expect- 
antly. So we help set up. 


9:00 


We should be ready by now, but, of course, we're not. The 
pace has slowed a bit, as most things are set up already. ' 
About five people are in their seats, waiting for the rest of 
us to get organized. Instruments are being assembled, out-of- 


tune notes are played. 


9:03 


Mass migration occurs, sectional tuning begins (unofficial- 
ly), and music is examined. Jokes are exchanged as the orches- : 


tra settles down. 


9:07 


The rehearsal is more or less ufiderway. Music is still 
missing, CIT's are still rushing to find it. Some is found, 
some isn't. The conductor tells the person(s) missing a part 
whom to share with. | 


9:09 


The rehearsal begins. 





9:00 Wood Shop by Michael Volchok 


I sit in a chair exhausted. Silence. Not one camper has 
come in yet. 1 can relax and...Gong! Gong! Gong! From no- 
where comes a swarm of people. I try to run, but one of the 
counselors grabs me by the arm and says, "John here needs wood 
for a bowl; get him started." 

I climb up to the loft and pick out a huge, heavy piece of 
walnut wood. "Now, John," I say, "just lower that wood to me 
when I go down." I climb down. 

"Just lower the wood. Slowly! Yes, just a little lower. 
Slo..." John slips, and I watch as the wood hurtles to the 
ground. Bam! As I look down at where the wood falls, I come 
to the sad realization that it hasn't hit the floor, but in- | 
stead has landed on my foot. 1 scream, but no one can hear me 
over the machines. Then I look up at John; he looks terribly 
distressed; he runs down the ladder and asks me, "Is my wood 
O.K.?" I don't answer. I just stare at him. 

Finally, we're ready to glue his wood. John spreads the 
glue and says, "Ready. Let's clamp it." 1 get the clamps and 
say, “I'll hold the wood, and you tighten the clamps. Turn 
that, yes, and that, yes. No, wait until..."--another scream-- 
"my finger is out." 

"Are you O.K.?" he asks. 

"Yes. Actually, I'm glad you did that. It helps me for- 
get the pain in my foot. Thank you." Finally, the clamping is 
done, and I say with great relief, "That's all for today. 
Goodbye." 

As soon as I am free, I see a counselor and a junior coun- 
selor approaching. The counselor speaks. "O.K. Now, it's 
very simple. You just multiply length by width by height, di- 
vide by 144, joint it on the jointer-planer, rip it on the ra- 
dial arm saw, and then turn it on the lathe." He says that all 
in one breath. I look, with slight confusion in my eyes, at 
the J.C. He says, "Don't ask me what he said. We J.C.'s are 
still trying to decode counselor talk. I have no idea what he 
just said. And how he says it all in one breath is just--" I 
leave at this point. J.C.'s have been known to go on for hours. 
Finally, the head counselor says, "Clean up. Let's go, every- 
one." However, everyone has already gone. "So," I think to 
myself, "the staff will have to clean up." 

"Don't even think about it. I'm a J.C. now; you'll just 
have to clean up by yourself." So I do, and, at 12:00, I final 
ly can rest. I sit down. Two ironic thoughts come to me. One, 
at the beginning of the summer, I begged to be a CIT, pleaded 
with them to be a CIT in wood. Then, the second thought, more 
ironic than the first. I like working in the wood shop, a lot. 
And I probably wouldn't have it any other way. 

















9: 1 0 Leg dina, ot VA by Jody A 


On a late day, I hurry away from breakfast and look at my 
watch. Two minutes flat! A new eating record! Then I look 
again. Oh, God! Two minutes to get up there! I walk up the 

- path, and I'm there! Then someone says it's a late feeding. 

All around me are fellow farm people. 1 go past them to 
visit the animals. All I hear are hungry complainers; the 
sheep are desperate and incomparably loud; Blue Cheese, the 
cow, is bellowing; the pig is grunting; the goats are bleating; 
the chickens clucking; the ducks quacking; the chicks peeping; 
and the donkeys heehawing. Even the rabbits seem to be making 
noise! Ahhh!! I can't stand it any more!! 

"It's feeding time!" 

The gong has already sounded far below. Ten minutes 
later, it's time. A parade of brilliant orange Agway buckets 
flash by. I have mine. 

Well, time to brave the eagerness of those wonderful 
little adoptees. I approach the gate. The seven sheep are 
practically drooling. Eve is climbing the fence. Down, Eve, 
down! I take a breath. Let's see if I survive this one. 
Demitasse, the goat, starts giving me a “what are you waiting 
for?" look. I enter. 

Their cries go on. I part the little flock, with them 
milling around me. My own sheep Belle walks beside me, 
nudging me along. I play a little hopscotch game, trying to 
avoid manure piles. Oh, no. I'm at the trough! I tilt the 
bucket and hope for the best. 

The food rains down in the trough. A second later it's 
being greedily devoured. I did it! I'm still in one piece. 
I then bring them hay before they finish. The usual things 
are going on.  Demitasse is being obnoxious and butting the 
sheep. Basically, all the animals are trying to take each 
other's food. But almost everyone's finished. Nothing more 
to do. I could leave...I think I'11 stay. 





10:00 SilKscre en By James us aż 


At 10:00, I enter the Silkscreen Shop. Craig is in front 
E the shop telling all visitors how wonderful the shop is. In . 
the light table room, a CIT is threatening to rip apart an 
obnoxious camper's screen. I prepare to print. I block out my 
screen and check for pinholes in it. I watch two helpful 
counselors try to mix the exact color I want for my silkscreen. 


Finally, 1'm ready to print. Like magic, my image is transferred 
to my print. As I make trips to the rack, I see one of the three 


CIT's printing their latest futuristic design. My printing is 
complete, and I start my cleanup. I leave reluctantly with the 
thought of tomorrow's color dancing in my head. 









10:10 Ve aie Farm by Marc Goodman 


It was 9:30, and no campers were at the Veggie Farm. Helen 
was listening to the B-52's and Bob was methodically sorting 
through packets of mail-ordered seeds. At last, at 10:90, 
there is a motley crew of disheveled campers in dirty clothes 
waiting in the crisp stillness of the dew-covered farm. 

Three are sent to pick beans and two to pick lettuce and 
carrots. They start the hard work of picking the healthy veg- 
etables out of the rich, earthy soil and lugging them back in 
large white pails. This is done with considerable care and 
time because a hard pull of a handful of beans will loosen a 
whole plant. 

Finally, by 11:15, enough is picked for the vegetable sale 
and part of the dinner. Everybody rushes off to take a shower 
while "Butterbeans" by the B-52's spills into Buck's Rock Road. 


10:15 Science Lab By Jason Kasler 











1 0 : 20 Printing by Andrea Yudell 


_ Beginning at about 8:30, we crowded around the locked door 
of the Print Shop and waited for Gayle to come and post the 
sign-up list. Gayle arrived at about 8:45, and we rushed to 
put our names on the list for 9-10 A.M., 10-11 A.M., or 11-12. 

At 9, when the work gong rang, those who signed up went in. 
l0 - Now it's my time and I go in. Before I start, I look 
at the types of print, the kind of paper and. the many colors of 
ink . I can select purple, gold, blue, fire red, grey, black, 
brown, orange, yellow, green or silver for m print. 
Do I print stationery, pads, bumper stickers or business 
cards? I look at the boards filled with work done by campers. 
Some of the bumper stickers say: 
"If you read this, you're too close" 
"Pass on left" 
"When God created man, SHE was only joking" 
I could make stationery. Some of the examples on the boards: 
"A note from an unbearably cute kid" 
"Awesome News" 
"Chocoholic" 
"Hi Ya Cookie Face" 
"Mummy's Memos” 
"Bullsheet" 
I could make a business card which says: 
"Will you go out with me, you're gorgeous" 
"This is a free ticket. It ain't worth nothin', it's 
just free" 
Finaliy, I make my decision and i am ready to print. 


ee é Pa Ed : ; 
(0:35 oper MACRO rosse su ene 


As I approach the outdoor Papier Mache Shop at 10:25 one 
iorning, I observe many things. At one end of the table are 
beginners stretching out their designs. Other campers who had 
already designed their projects are molding shapes from chicken 
wire. Slashing sounds are heard as campers begin tearing news- 
paper strips , then dipping them in wheat paste and wrapping 
them around their armatures. Others wait impatiently for their 
creations to dry. My own project, a bear, is ready to paint. 
Flaming reds, Caribbean blues, electric greens, and soon my 
project will come to life. 

































10:30 \N PBC by Laura Goldberg 


At 9:06, Al and his coffee cup wandered up. We all knew 
better than to talk to him until he had finished his coffee. 
After their house-duty, arriving about 31 seconds apart, came 
‘Seth and Pete. Then the people who were doing the 9:15 show 
arrived. Steve Pudell wandered in at 9:25 hoping that he 
could do the next show, an act he has repeated all summer. At 
9:45, the CIT's sleepwalked up. The fight over who wouldn't 


do the news started at 10, although everyone knew that Bobby 
and Jon would end up doing it. 





10:30 The CIT's sleepwalk back to bed. 





This is a typical morning at WBBC. The lovable CIT's, 
Steve, Scott, Jon, and Bobby, and the even more lovable 
CITIT's, Julie Winston and Laura Goldberg, try to keep Al, 
Seth, and Pete under control. Seriously though, I learn a lot 
every morning at WBBC. Along with 100 other campers, I have 
learned to cue records and operate a mixer, though I was an 
exception, and it took me three training sessions. I spend 
most of my summer at WBBC, and, in addition to the thrill 1 
get from doing my own show, I make new friends doing inter- 
views, helping train people, and working on the radio plays. 


WBBC has a special atmosphere which makes it a great place to 
be. 


by Nancy Furman 


10:45 S ewing 











Sewing Shop Recipe 





Ingredients: 
l eager camper 
l helpful friendly sewing counselor (they all qualify) 
1 spool of thread 
yards of any material 
lots of imagination 

Mix the ingredients thoroughly. All of the ingredients must be 
included for the recipe to work. 

Yields a department store full of professional-looking clothes, 
crafts, and a non-ending camper-counselor relationship. 























10:55 Pub Sh ap by James Eichner 


It's yearbook time; the place is jumping. There is the 
constant hum of machines as play scripts are grinded out. On a 
picnic table, The Rock is being put together with people 
frantically looking for copy or a stray reporter. In the shop, 
writers are pounding out their latest masterpiece. In the 
chairs, a girl is carefully sketching a writer across the way. 
Layout is making typing paper for final copy and laying out 
the beginning of yearbook. 

Suddenly from the WBBC speaker,the song "Ballroom Dancing" 
is announced. All activity stops as the Broom Band puts on its 
Show, Hans, Stefan, Andy, Richard and Sally entertaining the 
crowd. Finally, the song subsides, and the Pub goes back to 
its normal, frantic pace. 














mz 


11:00 


N 


AY chery 


Joey Center 




















11:05 Ceramics e by Josh Draper 


So I'm in the pot shop once again. This time I won't need 
one of those counselors. Let me think, what first? Oh, yeah, 
wedge. God, look at these air bubbles. So wedge some more, 
Okay, now 1'm supposed to slam it on the wheel and get the 
tools. Do I have them all-sponge, pintool, wedge-wire? Yeah, 
that's all of them. Oh, I almost forgot. I need a bucket and 
water. Now get it centered, and open it up. All right. Oops, 
bottom's thick. All right, raise the walls, and use the tools 
to fix the sides up. Okay, raise the walls more. Oh, no. Air 
bubbles! It's too dry, the walls are collapsing, I think I'm 
going to need a... 





11:10 Metal hp collected by Corinne Schiff 


INSIDE: 

-I'm making a bezel. 

"Corinne is making a fool of herself." 
-"File it fiat." 

-Sanding metal 

-Cutting paper 

-Randy lost a stone. 

-Cleaning 

-Annealing 

-"Up to 600 sandpaper." 

-Hot pickle 

-Blades breaking 

-"Move away from the sink." 

OUTSIDE: 

-Waiting at the window="CIT's!" 

-Blades breaking 

. -"FNip it as close as you can." 

-BIMBO! 























/ à 
1 1 :4 D ; R 315 ? by Amanda ds 


"Clean up!" Jim yells. I think. I am in the middle of my 
beautiful canvas painting whon I have to clean up. I wash my 
brushes, show them to Jim, and put away my acrylic Gel. I have 
almost everything cleaned up when I spill my dark blue paint 
all over my white shorts. By the time I have everything all 


. cleaned up, it is 11:45. I rush to the porch to get a lunch 


ticket. They are starting on 4223 and I get 4456. The day 

hasn't started out too vell for me so I decide to sit on the 
rock. Suddenly, I hear Lou's voice boom over the microphone, 
"And now for this afternoon's announcements." I look down at 


my ticket and run to the porch. I ask everyone what his number 


is. They are up to #540. I go to Bernie and show him my number. 
He gives me a dirty lcok and tells me to get in the back of the 


line. This is going to be a long dayl 
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1 1 M 58 [o rc h by Gavin Edwards 


Two girls who look about twelve sit on the gong and 
giggle. Campers are rushing about the porch clutching their 
numbers. Bernie stands by the cafeteria door with his 
mini-P.A., calling out numbers. Someone jumps off the porch 
on to the walk. Ernst passes by and picks up a piece of 
trash. The gongster emerges, hefting his sledgehammer. The 
two girls scurry away. The gong rings. And rings. Lou 
clears his throat over the P.A.... 


12:00 Lunch 
ELMO ond BEEFO GOTO LUNCH. by David Gravsmarf 


SI hASHED. \ 
FoTaides” 


es 


1 2: À 2 S e ork S by David Grausman 


As I walk into the cafeteria, I see a large sign: "Friday 
Is Spork Day" 

"Why?" is the only question I can think of. I grab my sty- 
rofoam tray... and then like a bolt of lightning, it hits me! 
I reach into a cardboard box and produce a spork! "Why?" The 
spork looks like a fork and a spoon melted together. Once more 
I ask myself, "Why?" Is it cheaper than plastic knives and 
forks? Is it more sanitary? E never find out; the sporks never 
emerge again. 
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1:00 Chorus by Rachel Biederman 


"Sopranos, louder! Bess Morrison, how can I hear the rest 
of the altos if you belt? Good, tenors. Basses, measure 
3-2..." This, of course, is the sound of Michael Lirtzman 
"beating" the chorus into shape. From 1:00 to 2:00 every day 
except Wednesday, we sit down to learn a variety of music, ` 
ranging from Schubert to gospel to Lennon and McCartney. Be- 
sides learning the songs in Chorus, we learn to watch a conduct- 
or, read music, and sing at the same time. We learn to blend 
in with other people's voices and work together so that all the 
parts have the right strength and volume. Of course, we learn 
some things that the Mormon Tabernacle Choir will never learn, 
like getting to MuShed early to get a pillow to lean on without 
having to fight for it and avoiding the music stand that al- 
ways breaks. It seems to always turn up in the alto section so 
I usually put it in front of Bess's stool and let her deal with 
it. It gives me an excuse to laugh when it breaks. We rarely 
need an excuse, though. Mike tends to keep us laughing with 
his comments, when we're not singing, that is. 


1:15 Bowl 


by James Eichner by Gavin Edwards 


I am calm. I am a nervous wreck. 


I pour myself soda and lean I am dying of thirst. My hand 
back, buzzer in hand. is shaking. 

I ańxi10uśly await for the Oh God--I hope James gets this. 
first question to be read 

by Richard Biegen. 


"How did Jimi Hendrix die?" 
Hunnhh? Wait--I know that--inhalation 
of vomit. 


The game continues. 
The wager is handed out. 


I know, Norman Mailer was No, you klootzak, he stabbed 
arrested for sedition. his wife! 
Let's flip a coin! No, this is right! 

The Pub answer is handed in. 

Pub is right, and wins! 


i'm so embarrassed... I knew I could do it all the 
time... 








Sara 


Sze 











1:45 To Tre ën Vic, 


*kkk*k*ktjgoticektkkkkk 


To the boys of the Boys' Cabins Upstairs: 


I have noticed, as I'm sure you have, that the walls of 
this water closet are covered with graffiti. I would like to 
make something perfectly clear. This graffiti is disgusting, 
and, from now on, 1 don't want to see any more of this sloppy 
vandalism. 


So, beginning August 4, all graffiti must be first submit- 


ted on lined composition paper, with a full outline explaining 
the point you are trying to make. 

After all grammatical corrections are made, a final copy 
should be typed. 


NO HANDWRITTEN SUBMISSIONS WILL BE ACCEPTED!!! 
All submissions must be on white paper and must be: 
1)Double spaced 
2)Punctuated correctly 
3)Within margins 
4)In black ink. 


Illustrations must be on white paper under 12 inches 
square and must be drawn in black ink. 


Please follow these simple rules so in the future our 


Water Closet will be a better place to read. 
(And urinate) 


Thank you, 


a Aer 


Joe Ashear, Camper 











Badminton 


Jill Siegel 








2: 1 5 | Bar oc We | ; by Debi Neff 


"BarGELLO today at the weaving studio!" shouts Lou. "If you 
want to start a beautiful barGELLO, come to the weaving studio 
at 2:15 see Phyllis or Joanne," | 

So I go. And I'm not the only one, For bargello on the weav- 
ing studio porch is just another name for chaos. 

"Hey, move it, I was here first." 

"Tough. I'm signed up first." 

"You are not!" 

"I am,too! Look, see!" 

“Joanne, I want to choose my colours now!" 

"What do you guys think of different shades of purple and 
orange?" 

"Phyllis!" 

"Phyllis!" 

"Phyllis!" 

“When's snack?" 

Phyllis Weiss some how manages to obtain some semblance of | 
peace and quiet, and then begins her lesson. 

“Do you all know what Bargello is?" 

"I don't carel" 

“Well, how about green and purple?" 

“When is snack?" 

"Well," Phyllis says, "Bargello is a form ef needlepoint 
using a repetitive pattern. Now, first off, you'll need to 
Ohcose a beginner pattern from the books there." 

“Give me a book." 

"No, me." 

"I want that pattern." 

"No fair! I chose it first!" Eventually everyone manages Co 
choose a pattern, canvas size, and colours, and then Phyllis 
estes around a teaches everyone their pattern. 

“Phyllis, I messed it up againt" 

"Now am I next?" 

A > 

"OH, NO! I did the wrong stitch here!” 

"Phyllis!" 

"Phyllis!" 

"Phyllis!" 

"WHEN IS SNACK?" 

After everyone has (finally) learned their pattern they go 
and finish it. Because it is bargello, it can be taken any- 
where. Many beautiful eyeglass cases, pillows, pillows, and 
pillows, were made in bargello in the summer of 1983, 

"How do you like my pillow, Phyllis?" 

"No, look at mine first!" 

"Will mine be in festival?" 

"Can I get a backing from the sewing shop?" 

"Can I murder Joanne?" 

"When's snack?" 








2:20 Fencing 





It's a hot and sticky day 
at fencing. I sweat uncontrol- 
lably under my heavy canvas 
jacket as 1 fence Matt 
Kenigsberg. He faints and 
cuts low, but I riposte 
and return his blow. I 
attempt a fleche; he sticks 
cut his sword and stabs me 
in the neck. AAARGH! My 
ego and neck bruised, I 
vow never to go to 
fencing again.....for 
another 20 minutes. 


by Daniel Bukszpan 


Photos:Justine Zinkin 








3: 00 Gaang?" io by Amanda Stern 


Gymnastics can be quite entertaining except when you fall, 
which is what I did. I wasn't really warmed up, but I thoueht, 
“What the heck?" 

I practiced my limbers and walk-overs when it occurred to 
me that I was the only person whe wasn't doing a fancy trick, 


so I tried one. I did not succeed. I started to run across the 


mat, about to attempt an ariel. I jumped, feeling my legs 
swing Over my head, and then landing on my shoulder. Later 
that afternoon, I was on my way to the nurse when a huge tree 
got in my way. A pulled tendon and pressure on my nerves are 
not as bad as they sound. By the end of the week, I'll be 
back...I hope. 


3:05 Passing By by Katie Fleissner 


As I passed the Pub one day, I heard the familiar strains of ` 


Paul McCartney's "Baliroom Dancing." Instinctively, I turned my 
head and focused on the area in front of me, where the tables 
“were. Wouldn't you know it--there, Hans, Stefan, and Richard 
were dancing on top of the tables like men possessed, brooms in 
hand, strumming away at whatever they could get their fingers 
on. Andy stood in the doorway, waving a T-square above his 
head. I avoided the rowdy bunch as “sst I could; but later, at 


the yearbook meeting, I began to get worried as those famil- 
iar strains began again. As my eyes scanned the area, I noticed 
the "Broom Band" having uncontrollable spasms to the music. 
Several heads emerged from the nearby shops to watch this 
expected performance. Somewhat to my relief, the group re- 
strained themselves,this time, as Vera went on about yearbook. 


di 1 5 S Y? ac K by John Porter 


Snack. Pub Shop. Whose turn is it today? Lisa and Sally. I 
look around. Lisa is standing on a stool, groping at the top 
of a bookcase. Still hasn't found the pitchers. Reach, reach. 
Three minutes later, the pitchers are found at Batik. Ten 
minutes later, Sally walks up with the cookies, and Lisa comes 
carrying the two pitchers filled with punch (bug juice, red 
water, bat blood). Now for the moment of truth. Did we get 
those sprinkle cookies that taste like church wafers or the 
chocolate chips? Sigh of relief. Chocolate chip. We pig out. 
In five minutes, we are finished the bug juice aná almost all 
the cookies. We look at Lisa. Lisa panics and runs into Pub. 
Hmmm, who's going to go now? Damn. I walk towards the dining 
hall, pitchers in hand. Phil refills the pitchers, and I get 
two more bags of chocolate chip cookies (I checked). I trudge 
back to Pub. We all pig out again. At Buck's Rock, there ars 
four meals: breakfast, lunch, dinner, and SNACK. 





ES 4d 
3:30 0 3 rà K Gavin Edwards 


I walk into the darkened Batik shop. The dyes are on my right, 
but the lights are out, the pots are off and no music is playing. 
Then, the power returns. The CIT's give a weak cheer. Lights 
flicker back on, WBBC returns and wax starts to sizzle. People 
take up their projects and sit down next to the pots, coating 
their fabric with wax. As I sit down and begin work, people 
scurry around the shop, trying not to get in the way of others, 
as they wax, dewax, cut, draw, or dye. One camper goes down to 
retrieve her dry batik from the lines in the woods where they 
all flap in the wind as the light shines through them. Off 
in the corner, George is expounding on the virtues of a careful 
method in batik. Autumn is assisting a camper with a tjangting 

“tool. The shop's open again. 














| 3:45 TY 0 wk e. by Katie iud 


One perfectly normal day, I wandered down from Pub to the 
Art Shop and seated myself beside two friends, Monika and 
Jennifer. They were busy constructing Union Jacks (endless 
coloring, I thought). Finding all ways I could to amuse my- 
self while Vera went over my story in Pub, I picked up an un- 
used pen and began to doodle. Now this was no ordinary doodle- 
I was writing things like "Walrus quts forever" (don't ask), 
and various other unmentionable quotes straight from my head. 
One problem-I happened to be doing it on one of Jim's wood 
drawing boards! Later, when he emerged from the inside of the 
shop (we'd been working on the porch), Jim sent me over to 
Wood for sandpaper, and I spent the rest of the afternoon 
sanding off the board, Monika and Jennifer at my sides! The 
job having. been mainly done, we left. In the bunk later on, 
Leah, one of Monika's roommates, inquired "Why are your hands 
all red?" Naturally it was from the pen I had used. But 
Monika responded quite nonchalantly, "I've been eating 
pistachios." 

After that incident, I've kept to doodling on paper. 
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Don Casavecchia 








4:05 FMLF Rv Dan Seiden 


Jakeee-Boy, are we great. 

Fargo-Wow, I'm really impressed. 

Gavin-I feel like a new world has been opened up to me. 

Neil-(English accent) We are rather spectacular, aren't we? 

Joel-Gee. 

Allen-We really are special. Do 'Stairway to Heaven' again. 

Lenny-Da! (Translation: We are good; 1 think I will play many 
notes on my guitar.) | 

Dan-I'm just bubbling over with ecstasy. Dave(he says looking 
at Dave) why are we all so happy? 

Dave- It must be because we've brought music to the masses 
and never once had to clean up after ourselves. 


4:07 


The Sculpture Shop — 74 
is constantly alive -<æ | | 
with activity. Like a D 
lightning storm, the 
arc welder flashes be- 
hind the curtain, The 
cutting torch hisses 
as it forms a shower 
of sparks and molten 
metal from the piece 
of steel it is cutting. zz 
The chisel makes a "A 
thunderous noise while VX 
chips of plaster,stone,X A 
and wood hail down, CA 
Like a rushing river, Né 
the bronze flows into 
the mold to form a 
sculpture. After the 
work is done and the ^ 
quiet stillness sur- SM 
rounds us, we sit back ZA. <= 
and enjoy the bene- 
fits of our experience, 

<> 





by Danny Silvershein 








4: 1 0 Sw (mmi n9 by Daniel Volchok 


On a 75? day, which is pretty cool for Buck's Rock, it's 
time to go swimming. You run and get your bathing suit on and 
run for the bus. Unfortunately, as you get to the porch, the 
bus is just driving away. You sit for another hot 20 minutes 
and finally get on the bus. When you get down to the water- 
front, you spend another 10 minutes getting in because the 
water is so cold. When you do get in, you have to fight to get 
an inner tube. You spend ten minutes on it, and you get pretty 
dry. You spend another ten minutes getting back into the water. 
You run down to the waterfall and finally have a good time... 
for about 10 minutes. Then you go back up and get into the 
normal water again. You freeze. After so much freezing, you 
are mad and have had enough. The bus comes, and you tell your- 
self you are never coming again. But when the next day is 90”, 
you change your mind. 


4:12 chessShop 


by James Eichner 


I walk up the Boys' House steps and into the chess shop. On 
a trunk in the corner,Joe is playing John a spirited game of 
speed chess. Rich is sitting on the side bench reading the . 
game of the week in the New York Times. Suddenly, John makes a 
mistake, and Joe wins the game. Rich seizes the opportunity and 
starts setting up to play out the Times game. After marveling 
at the Master's play and gasping at tha news that the two 
Soviets have defaulted their first game in the candidates' 
semi-final, we play some more round robin games to see who wins 
the bragging rites of the shop for today. 


by Moira McClintock 


| * 
4:2 0 MACA V | NG and Laurin Grollman 


Weaving at 4:20...Nancy, Jackie, Jenny, Chris, Elizabeth, Keri, 
Sarah...sprinkle cookies...no room for your loom...heat exhaus- 
tion...losing your wool...no scissors...no measuring tapes... 
mass confusion!!...broken strings...tension's off...messed up 
warps...people screaming, "HELP!"...wasting time talking... 
winding a warp...tying on...waiting for a loom...GREAT TIMES... 
and of course --THE VIEW. 





ke > OMC E Annabelle Waller 
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5 : 0 0 Sho weY by Nicholas Kaufmann 


5:00 P.M. I return to my bunk in Boys' Cabins Upstairs 
from the Pub Shop. I have Gestetner ink all over my hands, 
which I forgot to wash off at Pub. Why not take a shower? 

I ask myself. The answer is simple: the showers here really 
stink. The temperature is constantly changing from scorching 
hot to freezing cold. So what! I remove my clothes and 
watch and put on my robe and slippers. 1 grab the shampoo 
and Irish Spring soap from the top of my counter. Then I 
walk out and into the odorous bathroom. Looking around to 
make sure no one is peeking, I remove the robe and slippers 
and step hastily into the shower. I fumble with the knobs, 
and freezing cold water splashes out from the shower head. 

I fumble some more, and the water is still co-o-old! A voice 
yells out, "Flushing!" and burning water attacks me from that 
evil shower head. I scream curses at the stupid fool who so 
discourteously flushed the toilet, but he has left already. 
Angrily, I reach for the soap...only to find it missing! The 
shampoo is still there, but not the soap. Ridiculous! I 
look all over the shower for the bar of green-white soap, but 
it is nowhere to be found. Strange thoughts race through my 
mind. Is someone playing a practical joke on me? Maybe 
there is some demented camper who gets his jollies by 
stealing someone's soap....Blocking these thoughts from my 
mind, I turn off the water and step out of the shower. I 
step on something on the floor of the bathroom, and slip and 
fall. I look over to see what I stepped on, expecting to see 
a discarded Charleston Chew wrapper or a shampoo spill. But 
it is neither of these, it is my bar of soap. 


5 e 1 5 Tennis C DK T by James Eichner 


The kids on the far court are slamming the ball back and 
forth at each other with all their might. They are trying to 
advance on the tennis ladder. On the near court, Marty's pa- 
tience is being tested by a girl taking her first lesson. He 
tries to smile as ball after ball goes weakly into the net. 

He keeps reminding her of the basics, but they fall on deaf 
ears, ànd the half hour lesson is consumed by misses and weak 
hits. On the picnic bench, two tennis counselors are swatting 
the flies that prevent them from enjoying snack. They work on 
strategy to beat Buck's Rock's next inter-camp opponent. Then 
the counselors join in a game of doubles, after which they 
take their showers and lick their wounds. 














0 


Fran Rosenfeld 





5:45 Stab le $ by Rachel Biederman | 


Walking into the stables, I am greeted by signs--"NO TID- 
BITS: hand feeding teaches horses to bite," "Good, another 
sucker who doesn't know what 'muck out' means!" and "Get out 
of the way: Busby's breathing down your collar." These frienc 
ly words are accompanied by people pushing wheelbarrows and by 
horses stamping. However, once I get to know the "Stable Bums 
and the horses and Clare, Ginny, Roxanne, and Kevin, I have a 
lot of fun mucking out, brushing horses, and, of course, rid- 
ing. Horseback riding is a demanding sport, requiring patience 
and dedication, but it's proportionately rewarding. The feel- 
ing I get when I jump or gallop can't be duplicated. 





Photo:Brian Gross 





6 e 0 0 Di nne r by Jenny Lyn Bader 


Wrinkled manila paper squares covered with bright purple digits, 
with the muffled speaker voice counting endlessly. l 

Lining up, branded with a serial number for the night. 

Standardized bland styrofoam forms. ("You're cutting your 
plate, not the food!") 

The rustling of drab white plasticware, complete with viol nt, 
deformed sporks. 

Assembly-line, conveyor belt meals, collated and stacked. 

Colorless, processed combinations topped with reds and pinks 
and greens. 

Condemned CIT's pouring potatoes into limited compartments. 

People resorting to peanut butter and jelly and watery tuna. 

Commands blasting: "Come to dinner, " "Leave the dining hall, 
"Come to Silkscreen, "Phone call on the outside phone." 

Leaving the room, lined up again, convicts leaving the mess 
hall. 

"No, don't throw out your plate!" 

"It's backwards!" 

"You can't leave with that!" 

Caught smuggling iced tea out again. Oh, well. 

I head for the canteen. 


Y 


CAKE, AND SOME FRESH 
PEAS, AND... 


SERRE 
EIS 
LODZ ZOZ 
Ez 








6 K 3 5 € ante = N Photo:Mark Por 


After most lunches and dinners, I run down the road madly 
"to get as far away from the dining hall as possible. Too late. 
There are already 20 people in the A-D line. I see a sign on 
the wall from position 21: ice cream cones. I get psyched. In 
about half an hour, I am at the head of the line. After three 
people cut ahead of me, I ask, "Do you have those ice cream 
cones?" No such luck. 

"Jenny, can't you ask for something original? You've been 
asking that every day for three weeks." 

"O.K., O.K., I was just trying." So then I find out that 
the other forms of ice cream are mostly melted, they aren't 
freezing the chocolate bars I like, and they don't carry flash- 
light batteries. I finally settle for an unfrozen chocolate 
har and a soda. Here comes the difficult part. 

"which one?" the puzzled 
counselor asks, seeing 
two people with my name. 
"Jenny, not 

Jennifer." 

"Oh, you mean 

the one with 

almost no 

money left 

because you 

live on can- 

teen food?" 

"That's the 

one." 


by Jenny 
Lyn Bader 
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T: 4 5 On The Phone, by Kate Lebow 


It's 7:45 and I have to call my mother. The outside and 
Wood Shop phones are being used. I station myself at a conven- 
ient spot where I can watch all three phones and grab the first 
one that is free. Aha! Someone has hung up on the Wood Shop 
phone! I dash over, but before I get there, a girl sticks her 
face between me and the phone. 

"T was here first," she whines. 

Ah, well, Naturally sweet, I let her have the phone. After 
a few minutes, a boy leaves one of the outside phones. Nobody 
claims it, and I put the dime in the slot. 0-212-555-3791. All 
there is on the other end is silence. I hang up and press the 
return lever. The telephone swallowed my dime! - 

"Anyone have a dime?" e 

A girl comes up with one. Hastily, I thank her. I am about 
to try the call again, when the phone rings. 

"Hello, Buck's Rock." 

"Uh, could you page Marie Winkelstein?" 

I go into the Dining Room and page Marie Winkelstein. She 
finally comes. After talking ror five minutes and ending with 
a teary good-bye, she hangs up. 

i put in my dime. I dial. On the other end, my mother 
accepts the collect call from the operator. 

"Hi, Mom." 

"Hi, sweetheart. What took you so long to call?" 
































Amanda Stern 








7:50 Vel Ki pal! by Emily Chase 


Set, bump, servel 

Volleyball is a challenging sé: The anticipation of 
whether or not your next ball will shoot straight up and go 
over the net or you will mess up your chance is exciting and 
tense. 

Becoming part of the volleyball team this summer, my. 
first at Buck's Rock, has enhanced my summer and brought me 
closer to my teammates. 

At least once a week, Marjge and Heidi, our counselors, 
choose a team of 12 to compete against another camp. These 
camps are about an hour away, and we spend our time on the 
bus talking, singing, and getting our spirit up. 

When we arrive at our destination, we find it a little 
frightening because we 12 are overwhelmed by an entire camp. 
However, our adrenaline starts flowing, our confidence in- 
creases, and, most of the time, we win. Even if the other 
camp is totally sports criented, we Buck's Rockers try harder 
and use our creativity to win. 


8:00 M ovi U Night by Craig Frisch 


3:35 A.M.: Lou: "Tonight is movie night,-STAR TREK II, THE 
WRATH OF KHAN. Beam aboard thé starship enter- 
prise with Captain Kirk tonight at 8:30." 


Star Trek II, the Wrath of Khan. The excitement 
builds up all day. 


8:15 P.M.: My friends and I walk up to the overcrowded movie 
site where every place is filled with blankets 
and people eating popcorn. Oh, that's why the 
canteen was so crowded tonight. As I look up at 
the sky, to my surprise, it is a clear night. 
Everybody sits impatient, but orderly. 


8:30 P.M.: The excitement becomes a chant: "We want the 
movie!" Lou gets up and starts to talk. Oh, no! 
We're in for a long lecture. 


8:45 P.M, He is done, the crowd applauds, and the movie 
begins. 


10:50 P.M.: It's all over "til next time. 















8:30 Sa M ère Dan cmg by Todd Berger 





Wednesday is going by slowly and I'm just passing time. But 
then, the loud toll of the gong shatters my thoughts, and I 
| mekki at my watch: 8:30. My hopes jump as I think of the square 
ance. 
I march towards the tennis courts passing my frienás 
wordlessly, knowing they shun square dancing. : 


The tennis courts at last. There's Jim Gold working with 
the sound system as "test, test" overloads the speakers. 
Already, a crowd has gathered and more are. coming. Some people 
are practicing--their steps are totally unrecognizable. 

Finally, Jim tells us to find partners for "Salty Dog Rag." 
I have two wishes:my finding a partner and Jim not reviewing. 
Both are granted and the familiar music blares for a much 
loved dance. 

Next comes "Snoopy" and then "Pota Pota." I'm exhausted and 
stumble to the water fountain, draining several lakes despite 
the temperature of the water. 1 come back as Jim finishes re- 
viewing the next dance, “Amos Moses." I could do it in my sleep. 
We start and immediately I begin to sing the song as I dance. 
Then, he announces "Louisiana Saturday Night" and I practice 
the hardest step. But 1've been practicing it all week and know 
it cold. The dance is really fun, but now I'm hot and snack is 
here. I quickly guzzle down my pink lemonade and go back. 

After dancing every dance, it's good hearing Jim announce 
the traditional finale, "Good Ol'Days/' and I quickly find a 
partner. He plays the song over three times and we all shout 
when we reach our original partners. The night quickly ends 
and I return to my bunk. | 

During the week, whenever I'm down, I think of “ednesday 
nights, the Good Cl' Days, square dance nights. 


9:00 Sec yty Patrol by James Eichner 


It is 9:00 P.M., and I am walking down the road with a 
group of two boys and three girls. As we pass the Electronics 
Shop, we notice a group of counselors sitting on the porch of 
the shop. The Security Patrol. The evening activity is drag- 
ging on, so we decide to have some fun. Immediately, we all 
throw our arms around each other and head up the road. We see 
the patrol following điscreetly in the background. We begin 
our run up to the CIT area and duck back onto the road. The 
Security Patrol follows us on tippy-toes and giggle as they 
walk. They step into every bunk, looking for mysterious 
couples. We try not to laugh and head back to roller skating 
with a grin on our faces. 











| tired campers. MISSION ACCOMPLISHED. 






by David Danzig 


9:30 Pharm Shop 


As I go into the darkroom I go through the zig-zag pass 
sage which blocks out the 'white' light and keeps in the 'red' 
light. 1 carry in my box, which contains photo paper and my 
negatives. The photo paper is sensitive to white light, and if 
exposed to it becomes useless, but the red light does not harm 
it. I put my negatives in, test to find the correct time, then 
print. 

After I put the image on the paper, I walk over to a me- 
tal table sink. There are three small trays of chemicals and 
a big tub of water with pictures in it. The first tray is the 
developer. I put my piece of blank white paper in, and after 
five seconds, there is a face on it. I leave it in the de- ` 
veloper for a minute and a half, and then I put it in the stop 
bath. 'Stop bath' prevents the picture from developing any 
further. I leave it in the bath only fifteen seconds. The pic- 
ture then goes into the fixer. The 'fix' lets me use the pic- 
ture in normal light. After five minutes, [I take it outside; 
it is good. I leave it in water for ten minutes, and after it 
dries, I have my photo! 


9:35 Pioneering 


The vans puli up to the dark campgrounds and we excited 
campers spill out. After a half hour of organizing and setting 
up the tents, dinner is served, well, actually self-served. 


by Todd Sager 


Everybody finds a stick, speers an innocent hot dog, and has a 


great time burning it to death. When the hearty meal of smoking 
hot dogs and cooked potato chips (a new delicacy!) is finished, 


| we start a game of poker. The cards are dealt and the concen- 


tration begins. Finally, after three hours of playing, we're 
told to get to sleep. In the tents, massive pillow fights are 
held, keeping Dave up all night. At two in the morning, every- 
body slowly drifts off to sleep. 


Five hours later, we are rudely awakened by Dave, who gets 
breakfast started. We eat lightly as it is hard to stay awake. 
Now it's time for THE HIKE. The hike is agony. We climb huge 
mountains without a break. Though we feel like collapsing, we 
continue for fear of missing lunch. Fifteen miles and a whole 
lot of blisters later, we arrive at the end of the trail. What 
relief, as we fail to the ground from exhaustion. But, where 
is the van? We select a fellow-hiker to go find it. Unfortun- 
ately, I am the one! I run a mile and a half until I reach it. 
Jon, the driver, and I arrive to a strong cheer from a dozen 





9: A> me by Gavin Edwards 


I'm ready. This is t! ast Tom Lehrer song at the Winter 
Concert: "The Masoch I've been doing lewd and 
vile acts on stage a evening, and now I'll do the sickest 
one of all. I'm wearing two towels, I've got a bag of blood 
concealed in my left hand and a stage dagger tucked in my 
belt. I go through the motions,, abusing myself whenever "Maso- 
chism Tango" is sung, always thinking about my climax. 


"...Às we dance to the Maso + " This is it! I raise my 
dagger high and plunge it downwards. 
" - chism Tango!" The dagger touches my stomach. I 


press my left hand to my stomach and squeeze the bag. Blood 
spurts everywhere. It worked! I fall to my knees and onto 
my back. 

"Oy vey!" Laughter, and gasps, from the audience. I get 
up, and walk off grinning. 


eS 











1 0: 1 5 Boys Cabins ato D ed by | Robert Brant 


I walk back to Boys' Cabins, the gong still ringing in my 
head. Once I reach the porch, I bump into my friends, some 
dressed in underwear, running to the bathroom. Then, in all the 
confusion, I'm greeted by a house counselor, Glen Gers. “Robert, 
this is no time to chat; get upstairs, you're late again." 
Halfway upstairs I see my house counselor looking down at me 
with a sour look on his British face. 

"Where you been,Rober-t; you're tén minutes late." I look 
to the balcony at 8 counselors. "I was walking around trying 
to get to my cabin." I smile at him. John Muirhead replies, 
"O.K.,Robert,don't let it happen again." I turn around to 
hear,"Two minutes to lights out." 
















10:23 









Hans walks in my cabin a third time. He attempts to walk 
towards the center of my room. Once he is there,he looks down 

at his legs to find his legs knee high in dirty clothes. "You 

know... (sniff)...this place smells horrible...You guys keep it 
down; (pause) it's been lights out for 10 minutes. . 









10331 
"Hey, you guys," one bunkmate whispers out, "I'm going to 
make some cup-a-soup. Want any?" "Sure," I reply,and Todd walks 

out to the bathroom. "Hey,Reuben, pass the Doritos." 


12:09 





I release a final yawn. I look around the room at 
mates asleep. It is time for me to go to bed. 
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10:15 Girls" Cabins PAT fo bed By Debi Neff 


Throughout Buck's Rock, a gong known to staff as "Put to 
Bed," but known to campers as "Wake Up," is heard at about 
10:30 each night. Since I am such a good girl, I am already in. 
bed when a counselor wanders in. Looking around, she counts 


campers. 


"1, 2, 3...Where's your bunkmate?" and deduces that some- 
body has not yet returned. Looking extremely puzzled at this 
phenomenon, she wanders out. Another counselor wanders in and 
repeats the routine, almost smashing into the Missing Camper 
on the way out. Leaving us with calls of "Lights out in 5 min- 
utes," she goes out. 

About half an hour later a counselor comes in and shuts off 
the light. Then the fun begins! 

A bunkmate climbs out of bed, and begins a recital of Mac- 
beth until the person who is trying to sleep calls the O.D. 
She storms in and informs us that if we don't shut up there 
will be big trouble. She leaves, and we consider this for 
about 20 seconds. Then we're all out of bed, having a sing- 
down, until the O.D. wanders in again. 

"Girls, it's almost 12, and I can't go off duty unless it's 
quiet. I'm so tired. Can you do this for me, just this once?" 
So we shut up for 2 minutes, and then we are discussing the 
pros and cons Of the Weaving Studio and whether or not it 
should be abolished, when we are interupted by passionate 
moaning from the Sieeping Camper. We laugh and imitate her. 

The luminous numbers on the clock read 12:30. One cabin 
mate is sleeping, one is doing an Adam Ant impression for 
another one, and I am writing a yearbook article. 

At 1:00 we contemplate sleeping, decide against it, fall 


asleep and don't wake up until the gong -- known as the "Break- 
fast Gong" to staff but as "Put to Bed" to campers. . 











10:30 C IT Sna ch by Lisa Greenstein 


As the put-to-bed gong rang, 1 jumped up and ran to the 
tennis courts. All the CIT's were there, sitting and waiting 
anxiously for that night's meeting to begin. Finally Phil 
called our attention, and after his short and entertaining 
speech, we headed for the picnic table. On this day of the 
week, the cook always prepared something special for the CIT's, 
and tonight he had improvised a pizza which was remarkably 
good. There was apple cider to drink, and brownies. We all 
stuffed ourselves, and as snack came to an end, one CIT start- 
ed singing the chorus of "With a Little Help from My Friends." 
Soon everyone had joined in, and we walked, still singing, 
back to our bunks. 

Believe that? Hah! Believe anything. 


10:43 CAY V by by James m 


After the put-to-bed gong and CIT snack, a group of CIT's 
meet on the tennis courts. They are the cast of "Arsenic and 
Old Lace." Some are still eating Jamaican meat patties and 
brownies; others are spreading the latest gossip about counse- 
lors and the latest CIT romances. Finally, the cast is quieted 
down, and the reading begins. The actors and actresses who are 
lying around in odd formations fight the urge to sleep. It is 
late, and people have had little rest. The reading begins with 
actors trying to show the right emotion and trying not to miss: 
a line. There is laughter at the funny lines óf the play; 
everyone agrees it is a funny play. Finally, Mitch Remsen, 


‘Steve Schweitzer, or Amy Palkha says, "That's it for tonight," 


and the players trudge off to grab the few hours of sleep they 
can “ » 

















s — à; . 
"Mu 
1 1 :05 NY \ "Y \ by James Eichner 


It is 11:05 and I wake up to find that I'm in need of a 
bathroom, Then a second thought strikes me. 1 live in the boys' 
CIT area, and the only bathrooms are the portable potties. I 
put on my robe and mentally prepare myself for the outhouse. 

As I approach it, I can smell it, and the smell intimidates me. 
Suddenly, I realize a third thinc. There are no lights in the 
portable potties. 1 open the door and try to get my bearings. 
Then my imagination takes over, and I think of =11 the gross 
things that could happen. 1 bolt out, hoping 1 can get to the 
Men's Executive Lounge in time. 











1:00 Cant Sleep by John Hoffman 


I can't sleep. The party next door is still going after who- 
knows-how-long, and they show no sign of stopping. Their light 
is on, their stereo is playing, and they have even bribed the 
CIT's into letting them continue. My head is bursting, and I 
can't take it. 

So I try to keep my mind off of the light and noise. I think 
about my project in woodshop. The cherry wood goblet will be 
smooth and beautiful when it is done. 1 begin turning it on the 
lathe in my imagination, and it shapes itself in my mind. 

Suddenly, a loud bang shoots through my mind and cracks the 
goblet in two. Another bang. Funsnaps? Those dumb little fire- 
crackers are going to drive me crackers. 1 contemplate screaming, 
but I shrug it off. Still, my neck still aches, and I need my 
sleep. 

I begin to think of my best friend at home. He is a year 
younger than 1, but we have the same interests. I picture him 
in my mind and remember our last conversation before I took off 
for this camp. We were both sad, although we knew that we would 
meet again in two months. 

A bright light comes on and washes out my image. Someone has 
turned on the lights in my bunk! ' 

"Hey, do you guys want to join the party?" 

LU Yay! H 

"Sure do!” 

Everyone in the bunk except me piles out through the doorway 


-into the bunk next door. They neglect to shut off the light for 


me. Someone turns the stereo up. The noise is ringing in my 
ears. I can't take it . Take me out of here. I can't take it, 
T can't take it, X can't it... 

"Okay, people, back to your bunks and asleep NOW!!!" 

Finally! The counselors have finally come from their over- 
extended mecting and have broke: up the party. I feel sorry for 
those who were enjoying themselves, but for those of us who need 
our sleep... 

It's too quiet. 

I can't sleep. 
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ACTORS EXCEL IN “ADAPTATIONS” 


BY BRETT SINGER 
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CARNIVAL '83 


PEOPLE COULD GET COUNSELORS SOPPING 
WET, THROW DARTS AT MICKEY MOUSE OR_A 
SALAMI, EAT, WIN COUPONS, TAKE THE PEPSI 
CHALLENGE, HAVE THEIR FORTUNES TOLD OR 
PURSUE ROMANCE VIA THE KISS-Ü-GRAM AND 
THEN GET MARRIED BEHIND THE CANTEEN, 
THERE WAS AN ATMOSPHERE OF FRIENDLINESS 
AS PEOPLE WANDERED FROM ONE BOOTH TO 
ANOTHER: +55 














BY GAVIN EDWARDS 
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Dancers Dazzle and Delight 


BY KATE LEBOW 








¿to the old song, "Yes, Sir, 
That's My Baby." The imagi- 

| native dance was titled "Ms"; 
rit depicted a housewife 
cleaning while she listened — 
to music, 

Following the intermission 
was "Where Did Our Love Cos ` 
danced to a Song by Diana 
Ross and the Supremes, Rachel 
Hartstein, Mara Platt and 
Caroline Sussman danced; the 
choreography was by Jose 
Sanchez, 

Next came a top number, E 
" 42nd Street," in the true 
tradition of Broadway. It 
was choreographed by Evelyn = 
Cooper and danced by Evelyn 
and Jennifer Gilison, 

Kathryn Paltrowitz chor- 


The Program opened with 
a fast-moving number, "Tag- 
cym Chips," which was excel- 
lently danced by Emily Fish 
man, Rachel Hartstein, Amanda 


Platt, 

This was followed by 
“Trio with Flute, Dance, 
and Body Shell," an extremely 
modernistic Piece choreo- 
Braphed and Pérformed by 


on the flute, 

"Cole Slaw," a Fred 
Astaire tune, was next, a 
humorous dance in top hat, 
white tie, and tails. It Was 
choreographed and danced by 


the audience, 
"Running at the Moon," 
the last dance, was longer 
and involved more dancers 
than any of the other num- 
bers. The music was divided 
into three movements. Chore 


Jennifer Gilison, Ographed by Jorge Ledesma, 


"Tails" (but not coat 


in fact, two Of the movement s 
were named "Orbit I" and 

stein, Nina Lesser, Mara "Orbit II," All the dancers 

Platt, Jodi Reisman, Caroline 


Sussman and Nina Weiss, Tt 





(photos /DEBBIE KOGAN) which gave the dance an un- 


was choreographed by Caroline usual form, 

Sussman, The set, costumes, and 
This was followed by the lighting were excellent and 

only ballet Piece, "Pastorale enhanced the Performances, 

with music by Stravinsky, The set consisted of a back 


e Singing was by Bess drop which was intricately 


strung out and Woven, The 

costumes and lighting Suited 

the mood of each dance, 
Dance Night was enjoyable 


Ledesma, who was also the because of the excellent 


Choreographer, and by Abbie 


Koss, e 
Mara Platt danced a solo 
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Blue Cheese, 2 cow who 
arrived at Bucks Rock just 
seven days 280» gave birth 
to a beautiful female calf 
at about 2:15 Saturday after- 

^ noon. 
Campers were busy pre- 
paring for the Animal Show 
= that was scheduled for 3:30. 
One of the campers, David 
Feig, was helping counselor 
Kim Stiles when he saw the 
two front hoofs of a calf 
sticking out from under the 
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CALF BORN ON FARM 


BY ROBERT BRANT 
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A Very dramatic routine 
was "Walter Mitty" 


Of. these jobs, the line 
moved up, until he was 
finally at the front Where 


"There 


which Plague mankind. Clown 
Wishes not only to make 


Would prove imperishable." 
According to Elissa Leif, 
the reason why the Show was 


them all so Well, "pe 
most Important thing about 


a show, though, is that the 
audience enjoys Watching it 
and the cast enjoys Putting 


TE On. TE What I've heard 
is true, the Show was a 
Smashing Success," sha 
said. 


that the show showed a lot 
Of hard work, especially 
the juggling; it was all- 


Jeff Richter Såid, 
DAI] Càn say ig that 
it was excellent." 

Kim Zern loved every- 
thing, especially Walter 
Mitty, 





been worthwhile even if 
the show had been a flop, 


awesome," 

David Pogrebin, clown, 
Said, "It was a bumpy ride 
in the Buck's Rock clown 
Car, but we reached our 


From the Peaction of 
the audience, Buck's Rock 
clown alley is a 8Towing 
force in Camp and here 
to stay, 
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-It was twenty-five years ago that Sybil and I first came 
to Buck's Rock. Sybil worked as à guidance counselor for the 
youngest girls and I worked as a writing counselor at the Print 
Shop. The camp has changed in many ways since then, but its 
character and philosophy have remained the same. Former campers 
often remark that Buck's Rock is one of the few places in their 
lives that have not been marred by time. 


I remember vividly the impression the camp left on me at 
the end of our first summer. 1 felt that I had discovered a 
new world, a place where I could be myself--no, where I could 
be better than myself. I remember too the bewilderment and joy 
I felt at being given so much freedom to experiment and to try 
things out. At Buck's Rock I had finaliy found a place where 
children were free to learn and teachers were free to teach. 


In subsequent summers I came to know the two people who 
founded Buck's Rock, Ernst and Ilse Bulova. Never before had 
i met such extraordinary people and, as the years passed, my 
respect for them turned to admiration a then to love. It's 
not often that a grown man finds a hero whom he strives to 
emulate, but ürnst became such a hero for me. 


The force that drove Buck's Rock came from Ernst (and to 
an equal extent, although in those deys she often worked behind 
the scenes, from Ilse).  Ernst's presence was felt everywhere. 
Rumor had it that "Ernie robots" roamed the camp. There just 
didn't seem to be any other way of explaining his appearing in 
so many different places at the same time. In Ernst, Buck's 
Rock found its voice. And what a beautiful voice it was! His 
announcements were peppered with wit and wisdom, and when he 
read "The Devil and Daniel Webster" at the campfire site, you 
- felt that he was taking on “old Scratch" himself. His rich, 
powerful voice (without benefit of microphone) could be heard 
from the oak tree to the dining room. 


Until 1973 I worked in the Publications Shop, which, in 
its early years, was housed in the building that is now the 
Print Shop. There, with the help of two hand-cranked Gestetner 
machines, four manual typewriters, and an old Kelsey press, we 
would, each summer, turn cut six weekly magazines, a yearbook, 
a literary-art magazine, and assorted other publications. Then, 
as now, music filled the shop. Only then it was folk music, 
and all it took to get everyone in the shop singing was a guitar 
and a determined song leader. 


The Publications Shop has grown since then. Its Gestetner 
presses are motorized, and two offset presses now do much of 
the printing. The shop moved to its present quarters in 1964 
and the work it now produces makes some of our earlier efforts 
look rather quaint. Nor has “The Pub" been the only shop whose 
facilities and program have expanded. The Art Shop used to be 
located in a smali section of the shops building, a building 














which it shared with metalsmithing, silkscreening, ceramics, 
and photography. The orchestra and chorus used to practice on 
the dining room porch because, until 1967, there was no Music 
Shed. 


Among other changes have been the additions of the Dance 
Studio and Rec Hall, the construction of the present stage and 
amphitheater, the opening of shcos in weaving, sewing, fabric 
design, sculpture, and glassbloving, and the expansion of the 
Science Lab and Electronics Center. An environment that en- 
courages creativity is a living, growing environment and that 
may explain Buck's Rock's vigor as it comes to the end of its 
forty-first year. 


Each summer, though, there are those who Say that the 
camp is not the same, mean ng that it was better the previous 
summer. I have heard this now since our first summer at Buck's 
Rock. Of course it's not the same; each summer has its own 
flavor and spirit. And the summer of '83 is no exception. But 
to say that one summer is better or worse than another is to 
make the kind of sweeping statement that it is almost impossible 
to substantiate. For me, the summer of '83 has been a super- 
lative one. I've never seen our shops busier, our performing 
arts program more dynamic, our farms more flourishing, our 
science programs more popular, and our sports programs more 
energetic. Our staff has been one of the most talented and 
qualified groups of men and women that we have ever assembled, 
and they have accomplished what Albert Einstein once described 
as the supreme art of the teacher: "to awaken joy in creative 
expression and knowledge." 


We are living in an age of uncertainty and instability. 
Solutions to probiems elude us. Each day, three to five 
nuclear. warheads are built on this earth, and the world's 
léaders use such absurd terms as “limited war," "first strike 
capability," and "ruclear deterrents" to justify the ongoing 
build-up. From its inception, Buck's Rock has celebrated 
creativity and life and has opp. sed whatever forces inhibit 
and threaten that celebration. 


One thing we feel you must know. The direction that your 
Creative energies take in the years to come will surely deter- 
mine whether or not the human race will be around much longer 
and, if it is, what the quality of life in the future will be 
like. We have tried once again this summer to make you aware 

of the possible directions those energies might take. You 

have tested your strengths and become aware of your Limitations. 
We hope that Buck's Rock has opened new vistas for you, as it 
did for us during our very first summer here, and that, as a 
result, you have found new ways of being joyful, new modes of 
being alive. 


- 


While many of the images that have filled our last twenty- 
five summers are now forgotten, certain images abide. Sybil 
and I are as convinced as ever that young people can make a 
difference in the direction the world takes. We believe that 
boys and girls have tremendous talent and potential and that-- 
given the right teachers, supplies, and équipment--their poten- 
tial can be developed. We believe that creativity can flourish 
in an environment that affords young people freedom of choice. 
and we are more determined than ever to maintain such an en- 
vironment here at Buck's Rock. 


V^ a 


Lou and Sybil Simon 
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s Rock is that freguently there is time 
multiple activities and achievements, 


trial-and-error at Lenpt at something you've 
fore, whether it's a "big" or "little" project, 
exible, it is enriching and pleasurable to work 
involved. 

of 1983 has galloped by. We should not be too 
ourselves for not having undertaken or not 

even more than we attempted and succeeded with. 
q, and time is fleeting"! 

uch to be proud of. And we look forward to 

s and opportunities of another year. 








EE & rer a Berger 





~ 


— 


e m m m m m m m 


LI 


Fleeting images. 


Yes, indeed. We cannot hold them, unchanged, in the nets of 
gold, spun by our memory. But are they really fleeting? Or | 
do they leave their marks, indelibly, on us? The marks that 
form our character, that determine our way of life, that di- 
rect us on the roads we wander? 

I found such an image as I walked through the exhibition cre- 
ated by the staff of Buck's Rock. It was a lovely piece of ` 
work fashioned by a young counselor, She had called it 
"Wings Unfolding," made of gleaming, polished silver, shining 
in the light streaming from above. An image, but it was not 
fleeting. It stayed with me as a symbol of all youth, in- 
cluding you who are reading this book. 


Wings Unfolding. 


You who were here at Buck's Rock are unfolding your wings 
as millions of young people, all over the world, are un- 
folding their wings. Where will your wings take you, where 
will they take them? You are living in a century that is 
entering its most dangerous decades.  Mankind's genius, 
mankind's inventions have created many new resources and 
mankind can be proud of its achievements. But they also 
have. created weapons that mankind may be tempted to use 
since the consequences lie beyond its imagination and since 
its ethical concepts and moral convictions are still not 
strong enough to withstand the impact of the destructive 
forces that still abound. 


Wings Unfolding. 


Life is a perpetual process of unfolding. New vistas open 
up, new inner resources are discovered and used. You went 
a good part of the way this summer. 


Wings Unfolding. 


To take off requires courage. Courage could be called the 
foundation on which all unfolding is based. And it is also 
courage that enables a person to become ultimately responsi- 
ble for the direction his or her life is taking. We could 
call it: Reaching for Maturity. To reach maturity, we 
must be able to make choices that lead to decisions. The 
variety of choices is almost infinite. We arrive at deci- 
sions by making choices every day, every hour. Man is not a 
ready made being. Man will become what he makes of himself 
or herself, man constructs himself by his choices. 


Wings Unfolding. 


This summer you have been in an environment where many de- 
cisions were in your hands. We have called it "Freedom of 





Choice" and many of ¡ou have used it well. You may have 
disappointed yourselves at times but you may also have 
learned from these SE tments. Your inner voice may 
have become stronger; in the future it will direct you and 
you will ke able to listen to it. We feel that many of you 
have discovered new abilities in yourselves, new inner re- 
sources beyan to reveal themseives. You will find that your 
unfolding inner strength will play a role that will be de- 
cisive in the future and in the face of all predictions. 
Freedom to choose amongst many opportunities will help you 
to establish your autonomy, to succeed on the terms you are 
establishirg, to feel tha: learning is self-learning lead- 
ing tc the tireshold of your own mind. However, every so- 
ciety imposes restrictiors on its members, every civilization 
carries the seeds of discontent. We hope you found that the 
restrictions necessary to give our community structure and 
cohesion were outweighed by the opportunities a community 
offers. 


Wings Unfolding. 


At Buck's Rock, you have not been alone in your endeavors. 
You had each other for help and support. You had your 
counselors and teachers. They, too, gained from their 
association with you. Every teacher is a learner, and every 
student is a teacher. The teacher learns from the student 
as he teaches and the student teaches as he learns. That 
interaction is the essence of education as we understand it 
and as we try to practice it at Buck's Rock. Do we succeed? 
Not always, not ail the tims. But the attempts, as we are 
repeating tiem, carry their own rewards even if we fail at 
times to reach our goal. Maybe we are pursuing an ideal 
that we cannot reas sh, but we shall persist pursuing it, 
since the unreacieble may be sometir.es merely that we have 
not tried ari enough to reach. 


Wings Unfolding. 
Our present is a crossroad between a past that we can remem- 


ber, from which we can learn, Lut that we cannot summon to 
return and a future that we enter as an unknown land. "Time 


is a strange thing," says the Marshallin in"The Rosenkavalier.! 


.I have seen many events in the course of a long life. I have. 
seen w.ole nations engaged in a Flight from Freedom because 
they found it aasier to have everything planned for them, 
decided [or can : ‚use freedom was too heavy a burden for 
them to carry. They preferred, to their ultimate peril, a 
dictator or an authoritarian government that lifted that 
burden from their shoulders since it seemed easier to let 
others choose than to do what freedom stands for, namely 

the necessity to make your own choices. That danger is not 
past, neither for any nation nor for any individual.  How- 
ever, it may be replaced by a trend not to flee from freedom 
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but to flee into a pursuit of happiness that makes having 
fun the ultimate goal and the main purpose of life. Of 
course, we should as children, as young people, as adults 


have fun, enjoy the unique human ability to laugh and ex- 


perience the delights of happiness. But if we follow the 
trend I have mentioned to the exclusion of all other goals, 
then what we called fun would finally lead to disillusion- 
ment and boredom, leaving us standing with empty hands, 

empty hearts and empty souls. No, there is more to life, 

to life that is so various, so beautiful, so new, and we are 
all jointly engaged in creating a future that makes it so, 

a future that brings satisfactions that go beyond having fun. 


Wings Unfolding. 


Ilse and 1 realize that whilst your future will bring you many 
delights and much pleasure, it also holds out demanding tasks. 
And one of the most demanding but also one of the most impor- 
tant and rewarding tasks that your generation and the genera- 
tions following you will be the necessity to turn the idea 

of the Brotherhood of Man from an ideal into reality to pre- 
vent common disaster. : 


Wings Unfolding. 


We are saddened by the thought that you may belong to a 
generation burdened with such a task. We envy you the op- 
portunity to shoulder it and we admire the courage that you 
will hove to develop along the way, as you unfold your wings. 
But as you do, you will discover your own place in society, 
your own place in nature and your personal destiny. 

Pare thee well; the elements be kind to thee, and thy spirits 


all of comfort. 
— 
En 8 A 
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Ernst and Ilse Bulova 
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